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THE SHEPHEKDESS OF THE ALPS. 
(conTinven raom Pace 1.) 


You see, madam, continued the good old dame, 
in all about you, the image of an easy contented 
life ; itis she that has procured it; it is she, this 
angelic creature, whose only study isto make us 
happy. But is she a said the Count. She 
does all she can to make us believe so, said the old 
pastor ; but [have made my dame observe. that 
she oftentimes returns from the pastares with a 
dejected look, her eyes still moist with tears, but 
as soon as she sees us, she affectsasmile. It is 
easy to perceive there is some gnawing grief that 
preys upon her heart, the cause of which we dare 
not ask. And then, said the old goody, what con- 
cern does she not give me, when, in spite of all 
our intreaties, the dear creature will, in the sever- 
est weather, lead abroad her bleating care. A 
thousand times | have requested her, in the most 
earnest manner, to let me now and then relieve 
her, but my requests have never been complied 
with. She rises with the sumggconducts the flock, 
and does not return till it sets, often shivering with 
cold. How is it possible, my dear parents, would 
she say with all the tenderness of a loving child, 
that I should consent to let you leave your fire- 
side, to be exposed at your age to the inclemency 
of the season, which J, young as | am, can scarce 
support. At the same time she comes loaded with 
faggots, which she hal gathered in the wood ; and 
when she sees that I am troubled at the fatigue 
she will uadergo, do not be uneasy, she says, my 
dear mother, exercise keeps me warm, and labour 
is fit for my age. In short, my dear lady, she is 
good as she is beautiful ; my husband and I never 
speak of her but with tears of affection. What, if 
you were to be deprived of her, said the Countess? 
Why, answered the old shepherd, we should be 
deprived of all that is dear to us in the world: but 
if she is to be happier for it, we shall die content, 
and our misfortunes would be our comfort. Oh, 
may kind heaven heap blessings on her head ! 
there are none so great but what she deserves. 
I was in hopes her dear hands would have closed 
ny eyes, for I love her much more than I do my 

ife. 


Adelaide’s coming put an end to the conversa- 
tion. In one hand she carried a pan of milk, and 
in the other a basket of fruit; and after courtesying, 
with a grace peculiar to herself, she set about the 
little household affairs, as if it was vot in the least 
taken notice of. My dear child, says the countess, 
you give yourself a deal of trouble. Not at all, 
Madam ; I endeavour to fulfil the intention of these 
good people, whose servant I am, to treat you in 
the best manner, with what their little can pro- 
dace ; but I am afraid, continued she, whilst she 
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was spreading a coarse 
that you will make but a sorry meal; the bread is 
brown, but very savory; the eggs are new-laid ; 
the milk fresh drawn, and the fruit just gathered, 
as the season affords. 

Diligent attention and modest deportment, in ev- 
ery minute duty of hospitality, were conspicuous 
in this wonderful shepherdess. Atier the frugal 
repast, Count Fonrose and his amiable lady retired 
to rest on the neat bed, though but of straw, which 
Adelaide had prepared for them. Is not our ad- 
venture surprising? Let us attempt, said they, to 
unravel the mystery of this pretended shepherdess, 
invite her to accompany as, and make her happy 
if wecan. At break of day, one of the count’s ser- 
vants came to let his master know he might pro- 
ceed on his journey as soon as his honour pleased, 
for the coach was securely repaired. It was or- 
dered up immediately; but before they left these 
honest people, the countess desired a moment's 
conversation with the young person who stiled her- 
self their servant. 

Adelaide came to receive her commands. With- 
out desiring, said ihe countess, to penetrate into 
the secret of your birth, or into whatever is the 
cause of your distress, | feel that | am sensibly in- 
terested in all that concerns your welfare. It is 
evident that your courage raises you above your 
misfortunes, and that you conform your behaviour 
suitable to your present circumstances. It is true, 
your charms and your virtues render your condi- 
tion now, as it is, respectable, but it is not a condi- 
tion designed for you; itis in my power to alter it, 
as the count’s intentions are quite agreeable to 
mine. We rank at Turin amongst the highest qual- 
ity. I want a bosom friend, and by what I have 
seen in you, shali think myself possessed of an ines- 
timable treasure, if you consent to be my friend and 
companion. You were not formed for servitude, 
and should my fond prejudice deceive me, | would 
much rather lift you above your birth, than leave 
you below it! In short, | seck a real friend, one 
that I can confide in. Be not under any concern 
for those good old people! I shall make up their 
loss, at least so far as to enable them to pass the re- 
mainder of their days in ease and plenty, and from 
your hands they shall receive my constant bounty. 

The poor old folks who were present, fell on 
their knees, and kissed the countess’ hand; they 
then turned to Adelaide. and conjured her, in the 
most pressing terms, to accept of the lady’s gener- 
ous proposal. We cannot, at our time of day, be 
far from the grave ; and as it has been your con- 
stant study to render our lives happy, so must our 
death leave you comfortless in this solitary place. 
The shepherdess embracing them, and mixing her 
tears with theirs, returned a thousand thanks to 
their guests, with a sweetness that increased her 
charms. I cannot, said she, accept of your favor; 
heaven has marked my destined lot, and [ submit to 
it; but I shall always, with a most grateful heart, 
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table-cloth as white as snow, | acknowledge your goodness, and the name of Fon- 


rose will never be absent from my memory. The 
only thing I have to request of you is, to bury this 
adventure in eternal silence, and never to reveal 
the fate of an unknown person, who is determmed 
to live and die in oblivion. The count and count- 
ess redoubled their solicitations, bat all m vam. 
The travellers parted from their virtuous hosts, and 
with great reluctance left the charming shepherd- 
es3 m retirement. 

eee 

MISCELLANY. 


CARLOS.—A Fracmenrt. 


“ Poor Carlos, you and I have seen better 
days.” These words were uttered by Gustavus 
as he pursued his way to his once happy home. 
He had indeed seen better days. His Ella 
once faithfal, once the partner of his joys. 
rows hemever knew until a base seducer under- 
mined his happiness bv depriving him of his beloy 
ed wife, the mother of his babe. Securely he 
dreamt of bliss, little imagining his dearest friend 
would prove his deadliest foe. Driven to desper- 
ation, he pursued the villain, he pierced his heart, 
the next blow saw him a widower. Rushing from 
the maddening scene, he had nearly gained his 
house, no longer dear to him, when two robbers 
rushing upon him, demanded his purse; his faith 
ful dog seized the foremost, and in an instant de- 
prived him of life: hw companion enraged to see 
him foiled by a dog, stabbed him to the heart 
“ Carlos,” cried his master, “ | will avenge you.” 
The contest was long and bleody, but Gustavus 
was frenzied with madness, he made his antagonist 
bite the dust, and bleeding from his wounds, he 
clasped his faithful Carlos in his arms, and ¢om- 
mending his orphan to Heaven, he expired. 

ADOLPHUS. 
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APHORISMS. 


What is commonly called friendship 's no more than e 
partnership, a reciprocal regard for one another’s inter- 
ests, and an exchange of good offices; in a word, a mere 
traffic, wherein self-love always proposes to be a gainer 

It is more dishonourable to distrust a friend, than te 
be deceived by him. 

Every one complains of the badness of his memory; but 
nobody of his judgment. 

The gallantry of the mind consists in flattering 
agreeably. 

There is nothing of which we are so liberal asof advice 

To be deceived by our enemies, and betrayed by our 
friends, is not to be borne; yet are we often content to 
be served so by ourselves. 

It is as easy to deceive ourselves without owr percciv 


ing it, as it is difficult to deceive others without the 
perceiving it, 


— 
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THE PEDLAR.....Wo. VI. 


‘ Howxstr,’ says an old adage, ‘is the best policy.’ 
But it has long ceased té be the most profitable. A man 
might as well seek rest on the wild and tumaltuous ocean, 
cr knowledge at the portals of the grave, as to endeav- 
cur in these unfriendly times, to obtain a subsistence by 
conducting his business in an honest and honourable 
manner, let him be never so prudent and attentive. 


it is in vain to deny, that if an honest man and a rogue, 
whose capacities for transacting business are equal, both 
enter into the world at the same time, the chances are 
nearly all in favour of the latter. 

In the present situation of the mercantile world, impu- 
dence is an important ingredient in the composition of a 
Of this your complete, rascally knave 
Unencumbered 


man of business. 
usually possesses the greatest share. 
with honour or honesty, he dashes along through every 
obstacle, and generally meets with the wished-for suc- 
cess, leaving far behind him his more honest competitor, 
who scrupulously fearful of infringing on the rules of 
right, and tramelled with principle, though equally indus- 
irious, toils after him in vain. 

This world, at least this part of it, is no place for an 
honest man, unless he is enamoured with poverty. A 
man who is thoroughly honest, unless he is very well ac- 
quainted with the principles of mankind in general, is too 
apt to be unsuspicious of the motives and designs of oth- 
ers, and therefore lays himself open to be deceived by 
them. One half of the human race always were and al- 
ways will be the prey of the other. A moiety at least of 
the world is composed of swindlers and impostors, who 
are always lying in wait to take advantage of the unsus- 
pecting and open-hearted. 

If an honest man, by chance or miracle, be successful 
in business and arrive at opulence, he may perhaps main- 
tain a respectable character; but should h€ithtough rig- 
idity of principle, and by adhering to old fashioned no. 
tions of honour and honesty, be unfortunate in his endeav- 
ours, when by pursuing a contrary course of action, he 
might have amassed a fortune, he is laughed at, neglected 
and despised. 

Here then, generally speaking, is the only alternative. 
While the world says to the liar, the swindler, and the 
cheat—*‘ go on and prosper,’ it tells the honest and the 
upright to ‘go and starve!’ It says to them—‘ go ye out 
from among us, ye are not of us, and here is no place for 
you.’ 

From this cause it is that the honest man creeps along 
through life unnoticed and neglected, while the rich and 
swindling scoundrel dashes through the streets in his 
carriage, and is looked up to with deference and respect. 

Who then would be honest in a dishonest world ?, Who 
is simple enough to be honest and poor, while wealth 
spreads all her stores befure the Knavish and designing ? 
What though religion has inscribed in flaming characters 
over the alluring fruits of infamy and deceit—* eat and 
die, refrain and live,’ who would obey its precepts, when 
by so doing they must subject themselves to contempt 
and poverty. 

Let each one decide for himself, keeping this great and 
solemn truth in view, that while man looketh only at the 
outward show, GoD SEETH THE HEART. 
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there studious let me sit, 
-And hold high converse with the mighty dead. 
Tuomson, 





Turns is a celebrated idea in one of the ancient Eng- 
lish pocts, which denominates a library— 


the monument of vanished minds. 





There is a quaintness in this expression mach in char- 
acta’ With the age in which it was written; and the 
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couceit is not unworthy of one of our modern bards ; but 
there is also so much truth in it, that it must always be 
admired; for if a Cenotaph can be raised, which may 
‘time’s rude hand defy,” it must be by the labours of those 
‘master minds,’ who have svared high on the wings of 
fancy—explored the regions of science, or have delved in 
the rich mines of literature. And how happy it is for 
themselves, that they have raised this monument! For 
without it they might have been forgotten. What a bles- 
sing it is for their posterity ! for with it, they can 





hold high converse with the mighty dead. 


The cultivation of our minds, as a duty devolving on 
us as intelligent and immortal beings, is a fact too much 
neglected, and its fatal consequences not duly estimated. 
Fatal! because without this cultivation, we are unpre- 
pared to meet the world, or to act well our destined part 
in this probationary scene. Fatal! for without it, we 
cannot enjoy or properly estimate the happiness which 
the world affords, or which the smiles of partial fortune 
may scatter in our path. Fatal! because in anothcr state 
of existence, it will retard cur progression toward that 
glorious perfection and happiness, which is our ultimate 
destination as immortal beings. Instead, therefore, of 
seeking with undivided miuds, those worldly treasures 
which will become useless to us, when our material bodies 
shall be dissolved, how much more in character would it 
be, to treasure up those seeds of krowledge which shall 
expand and bring forth fruits, rich with present happiness, 
and bestow an harvest in 2 better country, pregnant with 
delight, and harmony, and bliss. These is nothing that 
should deter us from the performance of a duty so im- 
portant and necessary; the excuse usually urged, that 
‘the want of time renders it impossible,’ should be of no 
avail; time was given for this purpose! as least in part, 
and it is asacrilege not to devote that part to it! There 
are none but can find days for amusement / and is it not 
possible to find an hour or twain each for the cultivation 
of the mind, the noblest employment and the sweetest 
amusement in which a mortal can be engaged ? 


The approaching season of the year forcibly recalls 
this subject to the mind; for there can be no time better 
devoted to this employment than the long wintei’s even- 
ing—no situation better calculated for it, than the do- 
mestic fire-side. Here all the little charities of lif€ find 
their way feelingly to the heart, and the mind is then open- 
ed and warmed to receive the most vivid impressions ; 
the heart glowing with the sweetest emotions, rises above 
all sublunary considerations, and dwells with rapture on 
the pictures which the pencil of the poet or historian is 
tracing on the memory. Wrapt in the subject, imagina- 
tion brings before us the forms of those the pen is des- 
cribing, and we almost fancy we hear the voice of these 
departed spirits in the wind thatwhistles through our 
casements ; and as we imstinctively draw nexrer to the 
social fire, we store our minds Wjth the unfolding treas- 
ures, catch the beauties that sparkle*on the page, and 
without a figure— is 


Hold kigh converse with the mizhty dead. 


And be not selfish in this heavenly employment; let 
your bosom companion, the affcetiohate sister, the advanc- 
ed mother, and your trusty friend, or whoever may form 
your social circle, be partakers in this delightful recrea- 
tion and duty. Lathis participation where is a double grat- 
ification; for it aot only mutually improves, but gives a 
new cement to these endeared relations. For besides the 
pleasure arising from an intercourse with refined and ele- 
vated hearts, there is an undefined and nameless, yet de_ 
lightful satisfaction if, that connexiogWhere ‘mind ans- 
wering min?’ acknowlédges witht Smile, that our allu- 
sions are understood and sweetly felt. 

If there is much faney in the picture which has now 
been drawn, we believe there is also much truth; and we 
trust and hope that the inducements which have been 
displayed will lead many, very many to affirm— 


This to a structure led, long known to fame, 
Ind call’d, the monument of vanisi'd mindsy » 
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Messrs. Evrroas, 


Ix your Magazine of the 4th inst. you published a com. 
munication from me on the subject of a parody by 
*Zoilus.” While writing the remarks contained in that 
communication, I had constantly in my mind that sacred 
injunction—‘ let all things be done decently and in or- 
der ;’? and endeavoured to avoid personal reflections, be- 
ing more desirous of neutralizing the effects of that 
vicious effusion, than turning back the torrent of invec- 
tive on the head of its author. The relations I sustaiit in 
life, the thousand endearments growing out of them, that 
twine about my heart; the remembrance of a mother’s ten- 
der solicitude in the days of helpless infancy ; and in la- 
ter years, the kind offices of friendship, the soothing pow- 
er of ‘lovely woman,’ in the cares and distresses of life; 
—these demanded at my hands a vindication commensu- 
rate with the unprovoked attack ; an attempt to rescuc 
female excellence from the hands of the destroyer. But 
‘ Zoilus’ will not quit his prey or such easy terms. Hay- 
ing fixed his talons on his victim, ise persists in gorging 
his savage appetite, and surfeits ata feast of hisown ba- 
barous preparation. 

The communication in your last in answer to my re- 
marks, was, I presume, intended by ¢ Zoilus’ as a juotifi- 
cation for tuat parody. But it is a miserable attempt to 
throw the odium from himself and fix it on Moore; and 
he cannot make it less reprelensibie, uniess it could be 
shewn that there was no other mode of exposing a den- 
gerous sentiment. The cunfidence he assunies, almost 
creates a belief, that this was actually the opinion of 
‘ Zoilus,’ and that he secretly exulted ia his unanswer: 
ble defence, 


‘ While mingling truth with falsehood—sneers with smiles— 

4 thread of candour with a web of wiles. 

Had he been disposed, he certainly might have commu- 
nicated his disapprobation in some other form; and the 
delicate and unexteptionable manner in which this bas 
been executed by ‘Zhe Poetical Moralist,’ leaves not a 
solitary apology fur the use of that two-edged sword, 
which wounds the sensibility of unoffending woman, and 
aims its deadly thrust at the sacred bond recognized by 
human laws, and cementec by the sanction of heaven. 
iiis palpable and total evasion of th points that formed 
the exclusive subjects of my remarks, is proof stronger 
than any acknowledgement, that the sentiments of bis 
illiberal parody are wholly untenable, and he is thus 
compelled to pay a silent tribuic to the worth and excel- 
lenee he had attempted to depreciate. 

That he ‘is not very fastidious about means,’ would be 
readily believed, without his voluntary acknowledgment ; 
but how he manages to bring his parody within his pro- 
visoes, and evinces * his respect for the feelings of man,” 
must be one of those intellectual curiosities known ouly to 
those who contemptuously exclude women from the proud’ 
prerogative of mental equality, and make them mere ap- 
pendages to their assuming and supercilious lords. There 
can be.o doubt that ‘ Zuilus’ sincerely regrets the ce- 
parture of ‘those good old times’ of * feudal grandeur,’ 
when the objects of his bitter raillery were confined with- 
in * ponderous grate and massy bar;’ and could he controul 
modern indulgences, he would consign them to their 
gloomy prisons with as little ceremony and reluctance, 
as, under present circumstances, he sneeringly wislcs 
them ‘in heaven.’ 

The cavalier manner in which he throws down his glove, 
might almost tempt v.¢ to break a lance with him, had I not 
determined to avoid any personal encounter, which seldom 
ends without exciting all the malignant passions, and 
never results in any benefit tu either of the parties, I 
have now forever done with him; and however his pro- 
lific fancy may figure to itself humorous resemblances, it. 
will ever be my pride to acknowledge myself 

A FRIEND TO WOMEN. 


VALUE OF SILK. 


Unper Aucclian, in the year 270, a pound of silk was 
equal in vaiuc to a pound of gold.—Dr,. Rebertson. 
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CHARACTER OF THE SHAKERS, 


Ow the western side of Hancock Mountain, in the town 
of New Lebanon, live a people whose religion, manners, 
domestic and agricultural economy, are peculiarly inter- 
esting. The Shakers, for so they are called, have, for 
about thirty-five years, been settled on lands granted them 
by the New York Legislature. There is, however, on the 
eastern or Massachusetts’ side of the Mountain, a village 
of the same people ; but it is a continuation of the New 
Lebanon establishment, and excepting its local situation, 
will answer the same description. 

The site of the principal village is striking. Flevated 
far above the charming vale of Lebanon, of which it com- 
mands a delightful view, a little remote from the Springs, 
and the noise of the great Albany road, perhaps nature 
never formed a more appropriate spot for the dwelling of 
a sober, enlightened and a religious people. Nor have 
they been backward on their part, to add comeliness to 
the elegance of their natural situation. Their regular 
and highly cultivated fields, their kitchen and seed-gar- 
dens, their buildings of simple and useful grandeur, all 
conspire to delight and instruct the beholder. There is 
throughout the whole scene, a striking conformity of art to 
nature. You are here presented with no object which 
excites a painful admiration by its vastness and sterility, 
but every thing within the vision of the spectator, con- 
veys assurance of its adaptation to some important and 
useful purpose. Even their mountains are capable of cul- 
tivation to their summits, and their hills and valleys rich 
in the production of every thing necessary for the suste- 
nance of man. Here may the eye enjoy the magnificence 
of a mountain scgnery, without the view of those huge 
und rugged precipices, those deep and gloomy glens, 
which usually compose and deform it, 

Their agriculture has attained a perfection, which is 
not often found, excepting in the vicinity of rich and 
populous cities; and when we consider their situation, 
in an agricaltural section ot the country, it is obvious, 
that their neatness, industry and improvements, must be 
daily producing beneficial public effects, by the power of 
their constant example on their neighbours. 

I have called them a religious people; yet, they wor- 
Wonder not, reader, at this 
appellation, as it is confessed, that this apparent junction 
of merriment with what is rightly deemed man’s most 
holy and sojemn act, is at first repulsive to the sober 
mind; yet if you possess that liberality, which strips all 
religious ceremony of its imposing appearance, and scru- 
tinizes the motives only of worshippers, which respects the 
sincere adoration of ,every son of Adam, you will find 
nothing here to disgust or alarm. 

C iis in our next. ) 


ship by songs and dancing. 
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COUR ROYALE. 


Hovsseav and a woman named Marvelle, were condemn- 
ed to one year’s imprisomment by the common tribunal of 
Trayes, for various acts of swindling practised upon igno- 
rant peasants, under the pretext of curing the r diseases, 
killing their enemies, &c. The public accuser thought 
their punishment too light, and therefore brought the 
case by appeal, before the Cour Royale. 

The following are some of the tricks practised by 
Housseau and his associate. . 

They were extremely fond of eating poultry, it appears, 
for almost every favour which they were to obtain from 
the devil, (and they pretended to have his Satanic Majes- 
ty under their controul) was preceded by the sacrifice of 
a fat hen or capon. The head was cut off amid some hur- 
ried incantations, and enclosed in atin box, This box 


was buried in the presence of the partics, and in a few 
days dug up, when a frog usually leap out. ‘There!’ said 
Tiousseau, ‘ you have gained your wishes—had it been a 
serpent, [ should have been sorry for you.’ 

But Housséau’s devices were not always so innocent; 
for in 1813 he was tried before the tribunal of Chartres 


for an act of compound blasphemy and villany 
suaded a farmer, who had lost a great many of his cattle 
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that year from disease, that the neighbour, who had given 
Housseau some offence, had bewitched the animals, The 
credulous farmer accordingly accompanied Housseau at 
midnight ‘nto seventeen church-yards, and filled seven- 
teen small sacks with earth from each. On their return 
to the cottage of the peasant, the sacks were placed in 
mystical order on the floor; a due number of the feath- 
ered race was killed, and the heads placed on the sacks, 
The farmer, his wife, and his children, were placed on 
their knees around the sacks, and ordered to say certain 
prayers, which they did most devoutly. Suddenly a 
dreadful voice was heard in the chimney. ‘1 am the de- 
vil,’ said the voice, ‘and Iam coming among you.’ The 
farmer and his wife clung to the knees of the pretended 
sorcerer, and besought him to stop there. He replied, 
that he could not arrest the progress of the incantation. 
The devil redoubled his cries—the pvor villagers renew- 
ed their entreaties, and produced the purse which con- 
tained their savings for many years. At sight of this, 
Housseau affected to consent with reluctance, and went 
out and held a parley with the devil, who consented to 
accept of the money. Housseau then pretended, that by 
interrupting the grand process, nothing could be done 
against the life of their enemy, and made his bow and 
retired. The wife of the farmer has been insane ever 
since. 


Although such was the atrocity of Housseau’s conduct, 
the terror of his name as a sorcerer, kept back all the 
material witnesses, when he was brought to trial fur the 
crime. He was convicied merely of being a drawer of 
cards—imprisoned for five days, and fined in fifteen francs. 

Under all these circumstances, the public prosecutor 
brought the case by appeal, as already stated, before the 
Cour Royale, and Housseau was speedily condemned to 
five years imprisonment and a fine of 1000 francs. The 
woman, Marcelle, was sentenced to one year’s imprison- 
ment as an accomplice. French Paper. 


————_ 


ROMANTIC DEATH. 

A rew days since, a young man and a girl were found 
hanging on the same tree, in the wood of Vessmet, France. 
The former was named Honore Noel, aged 25, and the 
latter Victoire Herrior, aged 19. It appeared that they 
ioved, and were equally des.rous of intermarrying; but 
their parents obstinately opposed the union. The mayor 
of Uhalet, received a letter from this unhappy couple, 
signed by both, intimating, that in consequence of the 
above, they were determined to die together. Ibid. 


The Assize Court at Perpignan has convicted a woman 
of murder. This wretch, it appeared, destroyed a young 
soldier who lodged in her house, for the sake of some 
moncy he had in his pdssession. Shocking to relate, the 
deceased proved to be her own son / This heart-rending 
circumstance was not made known to the wretched 
mother. tid. 
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STATE OF EDUCATION IN THE MIDDLE AGES. 
In the year 1340, there were thirty thousand students 
in the University at Oxford. In the same century, ten 
thousand persons votéd in a question agitated in the Uni- 
versity at Paris; and ‘as graduates alone were admitted 
to that privilege, the number of students must have been 
very great.—NVore 28 to Dr. Robertson’s History, ch. v. 





REMARKABLE INSTANCE OF LONGEVITY FA- 
VOURABLE TO CELIBACY. 

Tugrs are now living in onc family, in the town of 
Scituate, three sisters, two brothers and a female domes- 
tic, whose ages will average 70 years, neither of which 
werc ever married. They live in the greatest harmony, 
and receive visitors with a cheerful politeness, which 
would do honor to lade and lasses of » modern date 


VELNAM KNITTING SOCIETY 
A somuen of females in Pelham, (N. I.) being desirous 
of adopting some new measures for promoting the king 
dom of their Redeemer, formed themselves into a Soci- 
ety in October, 1816, by the name of the Pelham Knitting 
Society. Their object is to furnish some little aid to the 
cause of Christ by the labour of their hands, The Soci- 
ety scon became respectable in the number of its mem-+ 
bers, who were from sixty to eighty-four years of age 
From the avails of their industry, together with some 
small donations, in money, the Directress has received a 
little rising of twenty dollars; and there is still on hand 
a number of articles for sale. Fourteen dollars of the 
above sum were transmitted to the lreasurer of Union 
Academy, in March last, for the benefit of pious and in- 
digent young men, who were seeking an education for 
the Gospel Ministry. What remains on hand is to be ap- 
propriated to the same important object. Inconsiderable 
as the abuve may appear, will it be forgotten by the Lord 
of the harvest, or prove of no use in furnishing labourers 
at this eventful period ? 
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BOSTON, SATURDAY, OCT. 18, 1817. 


SUMMARY OF NEWS. 

On the 2d inst. a boat came to a harbour at the mouth 
of the Potomac, and landed fifteen armed men, who ar- 
rested several persons; some were soon liberated, some 
kept throughout the day. At length the privates of the 
invaders rose on their officers, took the boat, and returned 
to Alexandria. The motives for the proceeding are un- 
known. ‘ 

Cattle Show &c. at Brighton —On Tuesday and Wed- 
nesday, the interesting and useful annual Exhibiton and 
Ceremonies wiich the Massachusetts Agricultural Soci- 
ety have established, took place at Brighton. Gentlemen 
attended from all parts of the State, and many were pres- 
ent from other States. The Exhibitions and the Pro- 
ceedings equalled the sanguine expectations of the friends 
of the institution, and were highly gratifying to the im- 
mense nu of spectators, ‘The Society have preferred 
that no rl account of the Show, the bestowment of 
the Premiams, &e. should be given, intending to publish 
the particulars officially, as eurly as possible—and have 
appointed the Chairmen of the General Committees, to 
prepare the same. 

Dedication.—On Thursday last, the New Universal 
Church in School-street, was consecrated to the worship 
of the Supreme Being. Introductory Prayer, by the Rey, 
Mr. Pickering ; Dedicatory Prayer, by the Rev. Mr. Tur- 
ner, of Charlestown; Sermon by the Rev. Mr. Jones, of 
Gloucester ; Concluding Prayer, by the Rev. Mr. Jones. 
From ill-health, the Rev. Mr. Dean was unable to take a 
part in the exercises. 

The Panorama of Gloucester and the great Sea Serpent 
is again open for inspection at Merchants’ Hall, every 
day, Sunday excepted. 


We give the following query publicity, believing, that 









- if the inconvenience complained of, seriously affects the 


public, it will be readily removed, or satisfactorily ex- 
plained :—* Why is the north avenue to the Pit in the Bos- 
ton Theatre, closed on play nights, when it is well known 
that a large proportion of the audience are from the sec- 
tion of the town north of the theatre, and consequently 
are compelled to pass through crouds of ladies and gen- 
tlemen, (to their evident annoyance) on going to and re- 
turning from the theatre ? A Subscriber. 

Taeatrne.—On Monday Evening will be presented, for 
the second time in Boston, the tragedy of Manvuer; to 
which will be added, for the first time in America, the 
musical farce of Frighten’d to Death. 
ed 

MARRIAGES. 

In this town, Capt. Benjamin Huntington, to"Miss Car- 
oiine Dolliver. 

In Cambridge, the Rev. Henry Ware, jun. Minister of 
the Second Congregational Church in Bostoa, to Miss 
Elizabeth W. Waterhouse, eldest daughter of Dr. Benja- 
min Waterhouse. 

DEATHS, 

In this town, Mrs. Mary, wife of Mr. Jacob P. Rust, 
aved 41—Mrs. Mary Lane, wife of Mr. William H. Lane, 
aged 30—William Thomson, an Eaglish seaman, killed 
by a fall from the foreyard of brg Clarissa-Ann—Mrs 
Mary Harris, aged 46—Mrs. S:rili Whitney, aged 27, 
daughter of the late James Adams. 

On board the U. S. snip Independence, in this harbour 
midshipman Delozier Higginbothom of Bultimore, aged 24 

At Lancaster, Mrs. Lucy Whitney, relict of the late 
Mr Jonetha + Whit: yy. nge iF {. 
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POETRY. 





(SELFCTED.) 
THE CONDEMNED CHIEFTAIN. 


The Hints borrowed from ‘ Waverly; or ’Tis Sixty 
Years Since.’ 

Hang! hear’st thou that death-bell, so solemn and slow, 
That flings its dull sound on the soft-swelling gale ? 
And hear’st thou the muffled drum, mournful and low, - 

Awake the lone echoes that sleep in the vale? 


Brave Glennaquoich’s chief, noble Fergus. arise, 

Lo! the dawn is advancing that ushers thy doom ; 
Oh! take a last look of thy dear native skies, 

For the sun that now gilds them, must set on thy tomb! 


- What voice, ’mid these horrors, on Glennaquoich calls ? 
Is it thine, gallant Edward, my comrade, my friend ? 
Dost thou court the thick gloom of these dark prison walls, 
With friendship’s sweet solace my sorrows to blend ? 


* The damps of my dungeon, these fetters that hold, 
Forbid my cramp’d limbs their weak burthen to draw ; 
Approach! that around thee my arms I may fold, 
And recline by thy friend on his pallet of straw. 


‘ Behold him, how chang’d ! since the Southron’s red gore, 
At Gladsmuir rain’d torrents that deluged the plain, 

And dimm’d the bright flash of his trusty claymore, 
That whirl’d its dread lightning o’er hills of the slain! 


« And where, ye proud towers! say, where was your boast, 
When his banner wav'd scornful your battlements o’er ? 

The dungeons then clank’d with the chains of your host, 
And the sound of their revelry murmur’d no more! 


‘ But the brave and the base to fate’s fiat must yield ; 
My glory is pe 2 blaz’d high in its day! 

My clansmen lie scatter’d, and still on the field, 
And the din of my battle rolls silent awayiies 


‘O friend! well [knew my departure was near, 
For I’ve seen the stern ghost of the foe to my race ; 
Last night, in the ‘slip of the moonshine’ so clear, 
The form of the Bodach Glas darken’d the place ! 


‘For aye since the day when my ancestors bold 
O’ercame the dark chieftain in battles of yore, 
His ill-omen’d spirit hath dimly foretold 
The fall that awaited each Vich Ian Vohr. 


‘On the eve of the fight, where, outnumber’d I fell 
As pensive and thoughtless I pac’d the dim strath ; 
The phantom stalk’d fierce near the mouth of the dell, 
And his form hover’d dark o’er the mist-cover'd path ! 


‘1 drew my bright sword, and I clamber’d the hill, 

And I gaz’d'all around some free passage to find ; 
But turn where I may, the shade haunted me still, 
* Qn the mountain before, in the valley behind ! 


* Then fear shook my limbs, and my hair bristled high, 
And the blood seem’d to freeze in each terror-struck 
vein; 
And my feet half denied their glad office to ply, 
As breatliless I strove my white tents to regain. 


* But his last boding visit alarm’d not my breast— 
Lo! what more now remains for lost Fergus to fear? 
Sonight shi this form in the sepulchre rest, 
Or, darken’d and dim, like the phantoms appear! 
* Yet my wrath mantled high to be mock’d’mid my woes ; 
(In the grave can revenge so malignant abide ?) 
t frown’d on the sprite, from my pallet half rose, 
And rage shook my limbs as indignant I cried— 
¢ « Dark spirit! why thus, ’mid the stillness of night,’ 
Untomb'd, the dark vaults of my dungeon explore? 
Art thou come to contemplate with fiend-like delight, 
The tortures that await the last Vich Ian Vobr ?” 


‘Lo the scaffold is rais’d, and the rack is prepar’d, 
And the drums are all muffled to beat the dead roll— 

Dost thou thiyk I shall start by this mummery scar’d? 
%% that death’: drearest horrors con palsy my soul ? 
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‘Vain shadow ! look out from thy comfortles grave, 
And count each pure drop of M’Ivor so true ; 

Tis the blood of the hero so noble and brave, 
In battle that dar’d thee, in battle that slew ! 


‘ He spake not—but rueful and dimly he smil’d, 
And wav’d a gaunt hand through the mist as he past ; 
But that smile o’er his visage gleam’d ghastly and wild, 
Like the moon’s darken’d beam through the skirts of 
the blast. 


‘But hark! through these dungeon-vaults rings the drear 
sound ; 
Tis the last sullen dirge of the death-tolling bell ! 
It summons thy friend to his slumber profound— 
Brave comrade in arms, gallant Edward farewell! 





‘Should Flora implore thee but haste thee away ! 
I feel in each heart-throb some anguish unknown ; 
I would not these eyes should one tear-drop betray, 
Nor this bosum but breathe, near yon scoffers, a groan! 
‘ And wipe from thy cheek the big sorrows that flow— 
Assur’d that thy love and thy friendship sincere 
Have lighten’d thy Glennaquoich’s burden of woe, 
And sprinkled the roses of peace o’er his bier !’ 
EDWIN, Jun. 
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MELANCHOLY. 
BY R. 8. COFFIN. 


Sur dwells by a stream where the cypress and willow 
Are gem’d by the tears that fall from her eye; 

The earth is her bed and the flint stone her pillow, 
Midnight her mantle, her curtain the sky. 

Her cell is a cave, where the beam of the morning 
Ne’er piere’d the chill gloom of its wildering maze ; 

Where the sunshine of joy, youth’s visage adorning, 
Ne’er warm’d with its fire, or cheer’d with its rays, 


The moon is her lamp when the mist-mantled mountain 
She clambers at midnight, and walks o’er its steep, 
Or teans on the rock of'a crystaiffne fountain, 
And sigts to the tempest that howls o’er the deep. 
Her tresses are dark as the wing of the raven, 
Her robes are all wet, and her bosom is bare ; 
Like a barque on the waves,’mid the whirlwinds of heav’n, 
She wanders distracted, or sinks in despair. 


— +e 


HAPPINESS. 
Since sages have taught you, and reverend prigs, 
Whose wisdom and virtue lay most in their wigs ; 
I beg you’d give ear to these maxims divine, 
More wholesome and cheering than bumpers of wine. 
Though sway’d by no party, and scorning disguise, 
My aim is enjoyment, and pleasure’s my prize; 
So let the world wag, laugh, sicken, or sober, 
I'll stick to my conscience, till death does me over. 
My hand-maid’s contentment, and with her I'll jog, 
As pleas’d with clear water, as gallons of grog ; 
She cheers up our spirits, disperses our gloom, 
And scatters with blossoms our way to the tomb. 


When grief, care and sorrow would press down the 
heart, 

Or malice and envy make level their dart ; 

Shake hands with old virtne, and jog life along, 

Throw your cares to the wind, and your grief to a song. 

Though our way is made t! ory With trouble and strife, 

’Tis folly piles on half the burthens of life. 

We cannot tive always, and curs’d is the soul, 

Whom backbiting slander won’t seize by the jowl. 

For the devil at Job’s holy patience grew mad, 

Defy’d him in heaven, and damn’d him as bad ; 

Crush’d his sons with rough winds, caus’d his daugh- 
ters to die, of 

And the good man, tormented, in ashes to lie. 

Yet fond of good cheer, and despising all evil, 

Was true to his God, and pok’d fun at the devil; 

Let’s follow his maxims, tlwow sorrow away, 

And though wretched temorrew, be happy tedry. 








AMUSEMENT. 


On the revival of Shakspeare’s Twelfth Night, 
the piece received little applause till the follow- 
ing lines were delivered :— 

‘ She never told her love; 

But let concealment, like a worm i’th’ bud, 

Prey on her damask cheek. She pin’d in thought; 
And with a green and yellow melancholy, 

She sat like Patience on a monument, 

Smiling at grief.’ 

Here the whole theatre burst into applause ; 
but a gentleman from Oxford was PPenaado « 0 stand 
up and clap after all the rest had done; upon 
which a nobleman in the boxes called aloud to 
know what he meant by that sort of behaviour. 
* Why, you clapped the piece, my lord,’ says the 
Oxonian, ‘ and Paened the sudience for:discoy- 
ering so much true taste and judgment.’ 

An Irish gentleman being taken ill of a yellow 
fever at Jamaica, a lady who had married in that 
island, indirectly hinted to him, in the presence of 
an Irish physician who attended him, the propriety 
of making a will in a country where people were 
so apt to die. The physician thinking his judg- 
ment called in question, tartly replied— By St. 
Patrick, madam, I wish you would tell me where 
peor do not die, and I will go and end my days 

ere, : 
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EPIGRAMS. 
Vagus, advane’d on high, proclaims his skill, 
By cakes of wondrous force the worms to kill : 
A scornful ear the wiser sort impart, 
And laugh at Vagus’ pretended art ; 
But well can Vagus what he boasts perform, 
For man (as Job has told us) is a worm. 





Poor Peter was harrass’d by fever and gout, 
Attended with terrible pain ; 

Full long bad he wisli*d and expected relief, 
But his hopes prov’d delusive and vair, 

His friends came to see him. they pitied his case, 
And advis’d him to send with all speed 

For the doctor to come, whose assistance th: y :ho’t 
Might afford him some help in his need. 


By no means, says Peter, it must not be so; 
For I am resolv’d, whilst I’ve breath, 

(Tho’ pains and diseases may torture iy frame) 
Still to wait for a natural death. 


oe elle" 
TO READERS AND CORRESPONDENTS, 


* The Title Page and Index to the First Volume will be 
ready for our Subscribers shortly. 


Those of our Subscribers who may have Nos. 36 or 49 
of the Magazine in their possession, and do not intend to 
file them, would oblige us by leaving them at the “ffice. 

* Romeo,’ and other communications are received. 

Errata. In the Thinker, No. XX. last paragraph, for 
gold, read God. 

The Poetical Moralist has suggested the following al- 
terations in the Parody published in the last Magazine :— 
For ‘oft temptations’ read passions often.—For ‘ virtue’s 
flash’ read virtue’s beam. 
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PUBLISHED EVERY SATURDAY, 


BY PARMENTER & NORTON, 
Rogers’- Buildings........ Congress-street, , 
Rear of No. 12, State-Street, 
Price $2,50 per annum—payable half-yearly in advance. 
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Book and Job Printing, , 
NEATLY EXECUTED AS ABOVE. 
Books... Catalogues....Pamphlets....Hand and Post Bills, 
Circulars... Cards, &c. 


ALMANACKS for 1818 for Sale at This Office, 


and by Lincoln & Edmands, No. 53 Cornhill, 
Wholesale and Retail. 
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